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WOODWINDS 

HADLEYBURG 

Hadleyburg was the most honest and upright town in all 
the region round about. — Mark Twain. 

John Barleycorn he said the town 

Was half a knave and half a clown, 
Nor saner than the law allowed: 

With all its stiff restraints and prim 
Observances, the place, he vowed, 

Had too much starch in it for him; 
And kept itself upon the jump 

To whip the devil round the stump. 

That crooked souls and crooked knees 

Distinguished men from walking trees, 
Was sagely then and there agreed: 

But, bent on laughing them to scorn, 
Mad John, denying them a creed, 

Resolved to stray amid the corn, 
And eavesdropping from stalk to stalk, 

To hear some goblin money talk. 

And, peeping from behind a bee, 

He fell into a reverie, 
Beholding them so smugly housed; 

And pondered what would happen had 
Some sudden thunder been aroused! 
[123] 



POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Thinking of which the silly lad 
Collapsed beside a brawling brook, 
And laughed until the welkin shook. 

LITTLE SONGS OF THE FOREST 
Spring Song 

Softly at dawn a whisper stole 

Down from the Green House on the Hill, 
Enchanting many a ghostly bole 

And wood song with the ancient thrill. 

Gossiping on the countryside, 

Spring and the wandering breezes say 

God has thrown heaven open wide 
And let the thrushes out today. 

Serenade 

The Moon puts on her silver veil 

And shawl of lace: and with far lutes 

And violins in many a dale 

The thrushes blow their woodland flutes. 

Oh, and with many a ghostly cheer, 
Under the moon the forest heaves 

And sways with ecstasy to hear 

The eerie laughter of the leaves. 
[124] 



